man's dignity,, so that he might not degrade himself to
the level of the goat, the ox and the boar. Hundreds and
thousands of magnificent poems have been written in praise
of love. Love has been a stimulus to the creative powers
of men and women. Love has made man a being immeas-
urably more social than the most intelligent of animals.
The poesy of active, healthy, mundane romanticism in
the relation of the sexes has been a factor of immense
value in social education.
"Hunger and love make the world go round " Schiller
said. Love is the basis of culture, hunger is the basis of
civilization.
But along comes the obese marauder, the parasite who
lives on the labour of others, the semihuman whose motto
is, "After me, the deluge," and tramples with his fat feet
on all that has been spun from the finest nerve tissue of
the great poets, the enlighteners of labouring humanity.
He, the fat man, doesn't need woman as a friend and
companion; to him she is a mere pastime, provided she
is not a marauder like himself. Nor does he need woman
as a mother, because to him, although he loves power,
children are a nuisance. Ay, and even power he needs
only, as it were, for foxtrots. And foxtrots have become
indispensable to him, for your fat man is a poor male.
For him, love is a dissipation; it is increasingly becoming
a perversion of the imagination rather than the passionate
urge of the licentious flesh it once was. In the world of
the fat men, homosexual love is spreading epidemically.
The "evolution"" of the fat men is degeneration.
It is an evolution from the beauty of the minuet and
the animated passion of the waltz to the lewdness of the
foxtrot and the convulsions of the Charleston^ from